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and the Moselle called Deutsches Eck, but I know
what I think about it now. I think it is a symbol,
that monstrosity of a monument, with its thick em-
peror and thick horse and thick female and general
howitzer-like decoration, of the Germany one cannot
help disliking. It is a huge clumsy fat sham of a thing.
And now I am afraid that my old friend, the Rhine,
is its cousin. I wish I had never returned to visit it
again. It would have been better to have kept my
illusion, to have had a river of green enchantment
for ever flowing through my mind. In 1914 I walked
one way and then sailed the other way.   The other
day I sailed down it again, and it was all changed.
I suppose the Rhine steamers of to-day are better
vessels than those of sixteen years ago, but to me they
seemed a great deal worse. Robbed of romance, they
were simply large clean river-steamers with rather
too much eating and drinking and map-reading going
on in them.   Every German on the boat, the other
day, had his or her route-map in hand,  I must con-
fess, though, that the only English besides ourselves
on board, went one better; for the large thin woman
read Baedeker aloud to her husband, a large thin
clergyman, the whole way down the river, and she
cannot have seen anything but the printed word. But
that may have been her wisdom, for the Rhine of the
printed word is a good deal more exciting- than the
actual river. The Rhine of the last fifty years repre-
sents a triumph of the art of writing up, and the
further art of manipulating mass  sentiment.   The